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Every Good Story 


Every good story that | have always starts with the phrase, "So, one night." 


So, one night | had an email from my long term friend, and all round idol, Lars Ulrich. You know, the drummer 
for Metallica. Short guy that gets a lot of stick for taking down Napster (Hey, I'm not judging. He did what he 
had to do back then). He has a radio show and, out of curiosity, asked me if I'd be on it. He wanted to chat 
about the Foos new album and about some of the crazy chaos that he and | have caused over the years. Well, 
some chaos. Okay, a little chaos but probably not as much as you think we should have caused. | mean this 
guy's band used to be known as Alcohollica, you'd think we'd be raising Hell. Lars does. Me? I'm that guy who 
suddenly remembers his responsibilities when the pilot takes Lars' request to redirect from LA to Vegas. 


Would | be on his radio show? Of course | would! I'm all for sitting with my friends and chatting the night 
away. And we talked about a lot of shit; Glastonbury, trying to get a sober Lars drunk (Sorry, man), the new 
aloum, our collective love of drumming and the insecurities that | felt in coming from behind the drums to 


front a band. It was a great evening and one that | wanted to repeat again and again 


Of course, that evening didn't just end with the show. Oh, Hell no! Lars, ever the gentleman, allowed me to drag 
him to one of my favourite haunts, a little hole in the wall joint miles from the tourist traps of LA. It's a little 


place with cracked vinyl seating and dimly lit booths. The music is full of screaming guitars and the drinks are 
full of spirits. He was knocking back the club sodas while | played the game of seeing how much alcohol | could 
pour in to myself before | passed out, puked up, or was unceremoniously dumped out of a fire escape (That 


once happened in London and is a whole other story). 


Only it didn't go that way, did it? No good story goes that way. Or at least very few of them. Good stories 
aren't planned. They don't follow the narrative that you have in your head. Instead they're scripted and 


produced by some unseen force, one whose hands orchestrate our lives. 


| was halfway through my third whisky when | noticed Lars looking at me. There was a boyish glimmer of 


humour in his eyes. 

"What?" 

"Just the way you're packing away that booze. It's like you're expecting Prohibition to kick back in," Lars replied. 
| looked at my drink and back looked at him. "Nothing wrong with that. | enjoy it." 


"I know you do. Its funny seeing you do it in a setting outside of your own shows. You know, the shows where 


you have to be mostly sober to go on stage." 


| did know about them. All too well. And there was something about the way that Lars looked at me and the 
sparkle that danced in his eyes that made my stomach tighten. | downed my drink and ordered another in the 
hope that the feeling would disappear. 


It didn't and, five drinks in, | called it a night. | had to get out of there and into the fresh air of the street. 
Only that didn’t quite to plan either. 


The storyboard that | had in my head told me to call a cab and get the Hell home. However, the cosmic 
director, the one that | couldn't see and would never meet, had me pin the smaller man up against the wall and 
stick my tongue down his throat. Why? Because | was drunk and horny? Or because | was a rabid fan boy 


who'd waited his whole life to be able to do this. 


Thankfully Lars can be fairly patient when it comes to my drunken antics. He's able to brush me off when | 
tell him to drink the fucking beer in front of a room full of people. He's been that little voice of reason when 
I've been lying on the floor of a bar and debating my life choices to myself. And now he chuckles as his hands 


come to rest at my waist, accepting my kisses and making no effort to push me away. 
"Fresh air get to you, huh, Dave?" 


Dazed, | pulled away and looked down at him. Had | just done what | think I'd done? Had Drunk Dave replaced 


Sober Dave and done something stupid again? 


The mischievous twinkle was still in his eyes as he took his phone from his pocket and called a cab. 


And this, ladies and gentlemen, is how | found myself walking through Lars’ house and up to his bedroom. The 
alcohol swam through my brain and | could feel hands groping my ass as Lars followed me. The cheeky little 
shit seemed to be enjoying himself and, well, I'd got myself in to this delightful mess so | was going to go along 
with it. Who was | to turn down a night of possible nakedness? 


| love being naked. | love the freedom of not feeling fabric against my skin. And | was only too happy to strip 
off as we made our way up the stairs, leaving a trail of clothes in my wake. By the time my drunken self 


reached the threshold of the bedroom | was ready to rock. 


| smiled at Lars and leaned down to give him another kiss as he guided me through the door and to the bed. | 
allowed myself to be pushed, my body flailing like a leaf in the breeze before | landed on the crisp sheets. 


| was surprised that, even though | was a drunken mess, Lars was more than ready to go. He snatched up lube 
and a condom and, before | could say "Pass the whisky’, my legs were spread and slick fingers were preparing 
my tight hole. Give me a few shots and l'm anyone's. 


It had been a while since I'd been with another man. Recording the album had taken over my life and my sex 
life had fallen by the way. But the guy before Lars? Damn.. Cute guy with a button nose and an ocean of 
blonde hair. 


Lars' house almost put mine to shame. The bedroom was a stark contrast of white walls and furnishings and 
black furniture. Its amazing the things that you notice when you're three sheets to the wind and not quite of 


sound mind. 


| found myself falling in to the wonderful, hazy head space as hands wandered over my body and warm breath 
Touched my cheek. My own hands reached out and touched the man above me, welcoming him in to my 


embrace. 


He fucked me like he hadn't gotten laid in a long time. Which is something I'd have a tough time believing. And 
not that | cared. | like it rough and hard. | like to feel helpless while someone's putting me through my paces. 
And Lars sure did that. 


For several hours he didn't let me up, coming at me again and again. And | was ready each and every time. Hell, 
here | was in bed with someone I'd idolised for so many fuckin years. You think | was going to turn down that 
opportunity? And it was some of the best sex that I'd had in a long time. 


There's something about being someone's toy, even for just an hour or two, that drives me crazy. | love being 
pinned down, Love being slapped around. Love having someone pound in to me like I'm the only thing that wil 


keep them alive. 


The clock beside the bed flickered to 3.4 lam when Lars smiled down at me. "You're enjoying this, aren't you?" 


| grinned and twined my hand around the back of his neck to pull him down for another kiss. "You bet | am. 


Loving every fuckin’ minute of it" 

"Ready for round four?" His smile changed to a grin. 

| nodded and stretched to nip at his lips. "Abso~fuckin'-lutely.' 

Let's just say that, come morning, | was sore and could barely walk. But | was very, very happy. 


And that, ladies and gentlemen, is what happens when you spend the evening fan-boying with one of your idols. 
And yes, I've got a date to do it all over again 


